DIALOGUF 


DET WEEN 


Father Petre's, and the Devil. 


Father Petre's to tbe Devil. 


() H arc = come *tis more then time, 
Your I ardinets is no Small Crime, 
All our Procceding's at a Stand, 
They've got again the upper hand, 
Yer like true 7eſuir 1 have wrought, 
My charge up tothe height I ſought, 
Borh Sence and Reaſon quite ore thrown 
For tholtc we dcal with miſt have None. 
The Devil's Anſwer. 
Is this a Conquelt to relate 
Wortay a jcluitick Parc; 
have more trouble with you had 
Then all rhe Orders I have made, 
Belides I Joyn'd in the delign, 
One whe: Fell Malice Equals mine, 
One ſo amb'riously Enclir'd,' 
Of ſuch an uncontr »uled mind, 
That Let rc Gwpi be nere fo deep. 
Or Pramid Prodigious Steep, | 


(2) 
IF intly Extreams thou canſt diſcloſe, - *'? 
+ny tat does tneir will oppoſe, 
(1 vIgh 01 juſt grounds) .'s 
a violent and unbounded hate. 


Father Petres. (ode 


I d'd not call you to diſcourle, 
We mult do ſomething now by force, 
Our whole Society is Sham'd, 
And we in our firſt Founder damn'd, 
Did I though to my Souls Perdition, 
At things more black than my Commiſſion, 
Gaining belicfe amongſt the, Great, 
\Who Gecnd uponthemſelves the Cheat, 
While the Good man I kepr at th' Oar, 
No Gally flave &rc labourd more, 
Nor durit I let him Pauſe upor'r, 
Leait it he thought, he ſhou'd recant: 
With Pazling hin {til} poſeſt him, 
Ar once Tormented and Carregd him, 
Hood winck'd the Pilot, that ſhou'd ſteer us, 
With our Infallible Chimera's, 

"The Dell. 

Boaſt not as if you'd Conqueſt won, 
You've ſtarted much, but nothing done, 
Your Order whercfoc're they come, 

Have ſet whole Kingdoms in a Flame, 

Nor Hell[nor Rome can give you thanks, 

For acting thus a Madmans Pranks; 

Did I not alwaysto you Preach, 

The Engliſhwou'd you over reach, 

They bc convinc'd c're they believe, 

Not Pin their Faith upon your Slicye : 

Your Publicke Chappels, have ore thrown us, 
Our very Proſclircs difowne us, : 
And Face about to ttt other fide 

Exclaming *'Gainſt the Roman Pride. 


ey meet their Face"; 


What 


(3) 


Father Petres. 


What do you now Complain on me, 
For over afting Villany 2 
[ {till conſulted you 1n all, 
Did dayly for your condudt call, 
And though '*tis true I nam'd the Saints, 
Yer 'T was to you I made my plaints : 
I owne abour the French we fail'd, 
But in the /riſh we prevyail'd 
Propoſe once More, and Pll obcy't, 
It ſball be done if you but ſay, 
You know in ſuch a Holy Juggle, 
My ſcared Conſcience nerc did Boggle, 
We muſt not Flag, not ſit down here, 
That wou'd declare Remorſe or Fear, 
W hich 7eſuirs do more decline 
T hen ere the Rechabites did Wine, 
Bur I have ſomething ro Imparr, 
Which does oppreſs my Tender Heart, 
And made me now Invok: you hither, 
Though 'gainſt your Principles to gather. 
The ruth ot theſe I-nyortant Cuertes, 
Moſt needful in this w wbious Seris. 
Firſt if it in yo.ur Power does lyc, 
Tell me what death I :n1 doom'd to Dic. 
I darc nv hope r m1it'Þ. be in Bed, 
T hat ſuirs nov. ith the Lite Ive ied; 
But it I muſt "© Haug'd and Quarterd, 
Ler me be C anonizd and Martyr'd 
With huly 4. 471 and his Fellows, 
Like them be S$. ':.ted ar the Gallows. 
And next I do tiiis fayour Crave, 
Since I have ever been your Slave, 
Untold the Miſtick Book of Fate, 
And Read me Englands future State, 


A 2 Who 


(4) 
Who next ſhall to the Throne Succeed, 
= a9 [talian Breed. ., = 
e Devil an{wering, Eaughr out right, 
Wou'd I theſe Secrets bring ro Light, n 
] ſhou'd nor half that Harveſt gain, 
For which Ive taken all this pain, 
Nor wou'dI if I cod reveal, 
That which my Intereft brds'Concea); 
Yet I will Anſwer the in Parr, 
Since Tve a Title in thy Hearr. 
The firſt Peculiar isto thee 
For which thou need'ſt not touble me, 
'T is what thy ſelf did Lang'fore ſec, 
Nor is it Reaſon to believe, _ 
'Thou ſhould'ft the Mobile teceive, 
But whether Martyr, oras Traytor, 
Li Ballad will be truths Relator. 
he Conſequence oth* orher draw, 
' By rhe ſucceſs of Great Naſſaw: 


This ſayd the Dewi! left the Father, 
The Meaning of his Words to pn, 
And Vaniſt'd from him down theſtayrs, 
While he Procceded in hus Prayers. 
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